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first inconvenience you, but trust me, dear father, that, if
devotion and the constant exertion of any talents I may
possess can aid you, they will not be wanting. Indeed,
indeed, sir, you never shall repent your goodness.'

This same evening I consigned nry tragedy to the flames.

CHAPTER X.

I DEVOTED myself to my new pursuits with as much fervour
as I had done to the study of Greek. The former secretary
initiated me in the mysteries of routine business. My
father, although he made no remark, was evidently pleased
at the facility and quickness with which I attained this
formal but necessary information. Vattel and Martens
were my private studies. I was greatly interested with my
novel labours. Foreign policy opened a dazzling vista of
splendid incident. It was enchanting to be acquainted with
the secrets of European cabinets, and to control or influence
their fortunes. A year passed with more satisfaction than
any period of niy former life. I had become of essential
service to my father. My talent for composition found full
exercise, and afforded him great aid in drawing up state
papers and manifestoes, despatches and decrees. "We were
always together. I shared his entire confidence. He in-
structed me in the characters of the public men who sur-
rounded us, and of those who were more distant. I was
astonished at the scene of intrigue that opened on me. I
found that in some even of his colleagues I was only to
perceive secret enemies, and in others but necessary tools
and tolerated incumbrances. I delighted in the danger, the
management, the negotiation, the suspense, the difficult
gratification of his high ambition.
Intent as he was to make me a groat statesman, he was